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|" Prefatory Remarks, 


| [ 7 would be but an impertinent fort of a Preface, (though 


not ſo wnuſual, ) to tell you here of the Defign of the fol- 

lowing Poem,when any one may ſee for what it is Deſign'd, 
th #hat Elaborate jort of ſuperfluity, has been an Introdu- 
ion to mcny a Piece, and whole Sheets ſpent in an Expos- 
fiion of the Title Page, that's Clear, and then its Author 
4 bs nothing now to do , but to Clear himſelf. 


F-any can Cenſure it for a bold Attempt, weell with all 
a7 Heart own our Confidence : But then it ſhall be only 
olact in him, that has moft Reaſon to Cenlure, and that's 
- | theSubjett; who 35 the moſt concern'd,, and the beſt Judg ; 

| ad then bis ſeverer Animadverſions will be faaſded by 
te Kindneſs of the Oblation : And a Kid can never be de- 

id, only becauſe we could not offer an Hecatombe : And 
hk bis awn Modeſty may Maſter his Judgment, or others 
Invy condemn mine, and b-th make it too much for ſuch a 
bx ; both will be better pleas'd too when I tell them it was 
Fenn'd | ("25 indeed it was, ) only to Pleaſe my Self. 

| A 
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The Motive that inclin'd the Muſe to this undertaking, 


wes not a determin'd Flattery, but a Chance of Fancy, an/ 
ſo far from AﬀeQation of Favour ; 'tis a ſordid Scul thy 

turns Sycophant out of Deſign : Had it aim'd ſo low, ſure 

its Subje&t ſbould have been more Lofty : Some P ATRON 

PEER; fome Perſon Greater, and perbaps deferving Lek, 

Its Author is much ſatisfged ſuch a Theam has Exercis'd hj 

own Pen, and as little Sollicitous whether it gratifie an | 
other Perſon That which he 3s concerned for, is, Hy 

ever appearing at all like a Poet, 1h) it were in praiſe of the 

beſt ; and what he could have better Expreft perhaps in aPz 

negyrick, than a Poem ; there being to that required ſuchg 

Smooth and Natural Eafineſs, not to be acquired by the Pol. 

liſhings of Art, and Induſtry : Such @ ſort of Wits nuft 
be happily conceived ſo in the Womb: if ever their Muſe 
will become Happy in its Conceptions : The Latin. Apho. 
riſm tells us truly, ( that they muſt be born, while others 
may be made , and they but unfortunately Glory with the 
Great, t0 be Fam'd for their Mothers Labour, not thei 
OWN, 


. That which put us upon Poetry, was not to Chear up our 
Padding Proſe, with the Comfortable noiſe of Bells, and 
Rhyme, an Excuſe perhaps that can't be well made uſe of 
where the Verſe tires too, and proves but a Jade : But if s 
Body may deal plainly in an Age, where 'tis bard to xs 

; plain 
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plain Dealing : It was the Effetis of ſame ſolitary Retirements, 
even among the miſt of Company : Thought and tbe Muſe, 


* could ſtill affeft their Obſcure Retreats, where others only the 
- moſt ſplendid Appearance, and made a ſbiſt to warm them- 


ſelves into Verie upon a Cold Spring, and Epſome Water : 
ſothat we won't pretend to ſo much as a Small Beer Poet, when 
inſpir'd only with the Element of John Taylor. I confeſs I 
never lov d much Strong Drink, amd have read*the Muſes 
bad a great many Fountains tco that never ran Wine : And 
were I as well barrell'1 as their Popular Poet, Ogg bimfelf, 


 Thbould hardly Love to be always as full too; (tho if bis 


erſe were to be gaged in bis Veſſel 'twould be ſtill found emp- 
ty) Even then 7 ould rather chuſe to jog on Lazily in Sober 
Senſe, than take the Pains to be Drunk for bis Elaborate Dul- 
meſs : Well' may the Sot, (C as they fay ) Blaſpheme in his 
Wit] Wine, when only the Devils Apollo Fires him with 
his God, The little Satyr we have ſpent on him, and ſome 
fuch Seditious Scriblers, was both ſeaſonable, and pertinent, 
and proteedet from a double Provocation: Their auowing 
themſelves Enemies to at{ Loyalty, as well 2s the Laurear, 
their Libelling- of late their own Sovereign as well as bj 
SubjeRts 3 and 2ho the ſucking Mule 3s yet Toung enough to 
want Teeth : Tet they may fn] its Gumms too, can make a 


ſhift to bite. 


| - That Rural ſort of Entertainment we m# with in the Coun- 
BI trey 
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trey, bas in ſome Places made the Fancies Paſtoral. 7}, 
Eye being affefied with ſuch External Objects, as made the 
like Impreſſion on the Mind within : And tus an Old Axiome 
we learnt 1 remember out of our Schools ; That there is ng- 
thing in the Intelle&, but what is firſt repreſented to it by the 


Sen'e: Which Maxim in Philoſophy, 1 am ſure is ſo far Conver. 


tible, that whatever tbe Senle repreſents, muſt at the ſame 
time be in the Intelle&. - And the Courle 0bjedt of the Eye, 
refin'd into Thought and 11ga. 


The Digreſſion at laſt into the praiſe of our David is ſo far 
warrantable, as it bas ſome Relation to the Poem. And fo its 
Author can't be altogether ſaid to Digrels ; it being but on 
Theam, which the Subjeft of ours bas jo well handled, it 
offers only at a little piece of Imitation ; and we have the aſ- 
wrance of a flanding Maxim, that in Great attempts tis-lome 
Honor to Miſcarry : But if this won't Apologize, the Pen- 
man's hearty Loyalty will make the better Plea, He muſt 
fill — in all. bis Works, what be does inbis Prayers 
and Drink, the King, and the ſeroing up of the beft Dif 
in the Rear is an Argument of Choice, not Error, and the 
end bas a Proverbial Right of crowning every Work, which 
it can be more literally ſaid $0 do with a Crown'd Head, 


The Charafter of Sheba might be well purſued, whom Fu- 
flice has fo well overtaken, and gny Satyr againſt the Sedi- 
| t10u5 
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tious, can be never unſeaſonable, that ſhow themſelves 
ſo ready to Rebel at all Seaſons : though the Text does not men- 
tion that ke was in Abſolon's Rebellion, 'tis ſhrewdly to be 

reſum'd that he was: And as his Inſurretiion was after the 
Touths defeat, 'tis to be ſuſpefied too that this our Sheba might 
have created our David a ſecond, and a worſe Trouble : I 
am ſure he Countenances the Charatier in his end, and Simi- 
le's are cblig'd by the Rules of Logick, to differ, to prevent 
their being the lame ; and ſhould they happen not to be Co- 
temporaries in the Text, the contrary of which #5 rather there 
implye1/: Tet Verſe need not be crampt with Chronology, 
tbo it bind an Hiſtorian, 


But for thoſe that are ſo tender as to think, it hardneſs to 
the Dead ; they are only ſuch as are concern'd for his dying ; 
Tet they ſure may give us leave to ſide with the Government in 
a little Satyr on their Hero; that bave invaded it ſo viru- 
len:ly for hin in a Lib:l, an{a Panegyrick. And whatever 
Compaſſton they have for the Aſh:s cf the Dad, none ſure is 
bounJ to reverence the Dutt of a Traytor, 
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IT H Fruitlels Pains, long did the Hibal. 
ny \ / - ing Mule 
Infpi piring Theams, provoking Med! cins al 
'Till ſpent «lat it knew not what to chuſe, 

If ſome ſions Fancy. made the fondling aim 

To reach a War-like Heroes Deathleſs "ou 

Injurious ſtill to its own Noble choice, 

A bluftering HeQtor ended all in noile, 

If gentle thoughts of Peace employed: the Pen, 

To her ſtill dulneſs down ſhe funk agen 

Of Love's Divineſt Theam ſometimes 'twas fu'l, 

But would expreſs it, moſt divinely Dull, 
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The young unmanag'd thing was {till too fierce, 
Or tamely Lagg'd, along, in Lazy Verle, 
Of unfluſht "a ſtill the qommon Fate 
In their Raw Rhymes tobe unfortunate: 
The young unfeathered Things muſt _ try, 
If from their Neſt, they ſce but others fl 

Of all her Vain Effay tha nought could make, 
'Till for her Theam ſhe Aid thy Praiſes take; 
In Vain invok't the Names of all the Nine ; 
Miſtaken Fool ! and never chought on thing *: 
Some Spayks of Wir, a fai glimmeri 
Would wink and look as if 'rwauld quite 
She call'd, and at thy {acred * 14 
Streight, the Dull Embers flaſht into a Flame. 
Thus the. mad Prieſts, with Zealous Error bawl'd, 
In Vain their Helpleſs, Drowlic Beal call'd, 
Big vith their God, with Fury, and with Pain, 
The rortur'd Wretches like Poor Poets Strain, 
And both miſtaken ſtill, and both m Vain ; 
The Sullen, Senfeleſs Blocks, lay Dull, and Wer, 
And lookt as loath te entertain the Hear ; 
But when the Happier Prophet truly Pray 'd, 
Invok'c Diviner, and azore Powerful ayd, 
A Vigorous Heat which from kind Heavens came, 
The tmothering Altar Gile, with Lambent Flame : 


Fire, 
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Come Tuneful Souls, that would be yell Inſpir'd, 
And with exalted Fancy truly Fird; 
Your Female Sovereigns, once the mighty Nine ; 
But now weak Powers, and not at all Divine, 
And can'c preſcribe to a Succeffive Line, 
Muſt be depos'd their Government by you, 
And Salique Law obtain with Poets too, 
His Maſculine Wit for Infpiration chuſe; 
The Muſes Maſter, makes the better Muſe ; 
Then go, young happy Bards, that near him fit ; 
Go, Sing his Praiſe, that reap the Benefir, 
His Bounteous Largeſs, of Diffuftve Wir, 
Your an _— knows ſcarce him, or number yet. 
Forgive this bold attempt of 1 nce, 
While I relate the happy Work of "2x 
He tell chee Damon, thee dear Friend Fletell, 
What to thy ing Strephon late befel, 
How firſt he found of Verſe the beaten Rode, 
That led not to our Pzn, bur betrer God; 
Even better fat, than what the Ciets adore, 
When mine they know, they"le' Worſhip theirs no more, 
Their Phabws, 'God 'but of Preſumprive' Wit, 
troy was nere #n Author yet; An 
etel you how -yonr Shepherds thoughtle 
With Muſe, and thought ar was firſt pofſeſt, 
c 2 


You 
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You know we long, and that in Vain did play, 
Too long alas! weplay'd che time away 
On {{;s Sunny Banks, lupine!y laid, 
(2! that my wandring thoughts had [ooner ſtray'd; ) 
Her feriile Bounty Ble t like Heavens dew, 
And all was water'd that but ncar her grew; 
To me her blaſted Weed, to me alone, 
More than a Gideon's Miracle was ſhown, 
Our Engliſh Pindar's Fate by min:'s out-done, 
Mine all the Laurel of Misfortune won: 
Peace injur'd Duft, - ye Pious Athes Peace, 
My greater Lot, will make your luffcrings lels : 
For Diſappointments you abroad would Roam, 
Propitious Fate! to me ſtill brought i home; 
Your Fleece lay dry, . butwhere nonec're was wet, 
In Courts, among the Wre:ched, and the Great ; 
But mine was fairly Curſt, even in the Mulcs happy Seat. 
Flow on falie Streams, tor ſhquld 1 pag that way, , 
And thou the ſame, that, caus'd my Fryulcls, ſtay, 
At that ungrateful-ſight, 1 nerds-myuſt-burn | - 
But I, no more, than thy paſt Waters-ſhall:recarn. 


My Faichtful Swain, .you know the Fatal Houg, ' , .j- 


We melting Souls, 1n parting, Tears did-poug,-. - | ;- 


Such Tears, as: when the Mournful Night: was come; | 


That Ceſar's Exile lefc his Native Rome ; 


* Or 


= &o 


O=E==Sz OO =- ww 


oY 


rel jj ww _ > > ER” YI Z 


The LAUREL. 
Or tho'e the Pious Prince, devoutly ſh:d, 
When perjur'd 7roy, the poor Remainder fled, 

Bur molt thy loſs my Friend, moſt that I moan'd, 
Thy Faith for all her Perjuries atcon'd, 

Wich longing Eyes, we view'd your flying Plain 

Sl roſe the glowing Breaſt, and ſtill in Vain, 

Still Love ſuppreſt all Anger and Diſdain, 

While quite behind che riling Hill ſhe ran, 

Weleft her 3 but as Men the ſetting Sun, 

Which warms them ſtill, and ſtill does trom them run, 
So {e: our chearing Light, and once our Truſt ; 

But falſe and failing, as ſhe ſet ſhe Bluſhe, 

Reſt-{s we many Lawns, and Meadows paſt, 
Nought pleas'd the Eye, or Plealant to-the Tait, 
Till our Curſt Face, even with us weary grown, 
Grew kind, and ſhew'd a Plain, fo like thine own, 
That thee niy Damen, ſtill L fancyd there, 

And that but in. a,-Nreamy : we parted were, _ - 

It was the Muſes other (oft:retreaty /. v0! 

As Graceful ſtill, tho not ſo'Gaiidy ſeat, 

As many Tuneful Youths did there reſort, 

As many Nphbles Grace the.learned Court 31. | 
Wit for her own, its/Proudeſt Palace chaim'd; i t 
Three Mighty Princes there Snecefſive Rergn'd, 
There Spencer, Cowley, Dryden, Monarchs fate, 
That now make up the-Great Triumvirates;.” + 
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There ſtill the forward Shoots we riſing find, 
From the Prolifick Sceds they lefc behind: 
There, Reverend Cham, the much lov'd Cowley's Stream, 
Fam'd for its (elf, bur much more fam'd for him ; 
Through the ſtil{ Willow cuts has filent way, 
Grave like the learned Heads that by him fray; 
The peaceful Stream, no noifie Mormuring makes, 
His Neighbouring Muſes for Example takes, 
And they in Kindneſs gracethe gemle Scream 
With cafie Praiſes, of its flowing Theam : 
Not with Proud 7yber toams up Golden Ore, 
And with Rich Sands, but Barrens all the Shore, 
Like Fertile Nite, his fattcn'd Banks oreflows, - 
And a much Ricker Green, behind ic Grows. 

Off from the fpacious Valleys, humble Phin, 
Ths Tuneful Walk, of cach Harmonions Swain, 
A Pleaſant Hill, unforct, fcarce feen to riſe, 
At once invites, while ttdehudes your Eyes ; 
There Faithful Coridon his Lambs did Feed, 
And kind Alexis watcht the Wanton Kid ; 
Oft the Kind Swains wonldket thei Fleeocs ſtray, 
And with their ſtraglung the Uny,. 
Show all th' Inhocait/Eredfireiot the 'Plyce, 
Where the Belt Thidket, 'fwetelt Hazlexwas; 
Showd all theix Treafure, ard proſentetitoo, 
The Juicy Blackbeerm, therafte Soc, | 
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The kinder Herbs, preſt by our rudcr Feet, 

Officiouſly in mingled odours meet, 

You Damon know, we of't o're Hybla went ; 

But never Damon knew, ſo ſweet a ſcent, 

Here courting Nature, labour for to pleaſe, 

Stretcht ont her (elf, to fpread Varieties : 

Here grew our Flocks lov'd 7hyme, our Beeches ſtood ;, 

All that we uſe,for Phyfick or for Food, 

Such as our Old: fam'd Chiron never knew, 

We crop'tof all, andas we crop't they grew, 

They never dye ; but a while doubttul Rand, 

Th Immortal Harveſt riſes on the Reapers Hand ; 

Tis juſt at leaft, that they ſhould ever live, 

Vhoke powerful Vertues Life ic felf can give, 

May mughty Pan, kind Swains! be a3 kindto you, 

And what Iican'c return, the Gods beſtow, 

The Gods! that me in fruxtul Eden plac, 

Only to drivetheir Exile out atlaft, 

The Gods! that thus unkindly force-farewell, 

That on its Theam they ſcarce will-ler me dwell, 

And where it would have fixt, C had't pleaſed fare 

The travelling Muſe would ſutfer butto bait. 
Reſtleſs, lake thangs that cotheir Center move, 

In an unknown, and undefined: Love, 

We wou'd Alars raiſe to Verſe her unknown God ; 

But ſtil! were (gnoranc of bis bloſt Abade, 
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We askt of all the Gods, and Nymphs we found 
Near facred Iſs, or Chams: hallow'd Ground, 
We askt wh:re the Frie God ot Verte marghe Ducl[? 
Their I;norance, or their Malice would not tell, 
And can our Spot, Arca.ita, yield a Stream, 
Tha: dares to vye,much le's;out-Rival. them? 
{r docs, and ſuch an one as does: (urpaſs - 
All -what Earth, or ere 4n Heavenwas;' ©... * + 
And ſuch alone, ſuch as0ur Nobler Thames - 
Can Triumph o'er, thoſe proud inſubrin g Streams; . 
Thee our fam'd Bard, doth bis Example —_—y 54 
Thy even Current guides his flowing Mule yj.5 = + 
Yer neer did what the Mightieſt Muſe could lay, 
Thy Worth, more boundlels than her:thobghts Aiſplay 
When all that Tribute's pay'd,no Trealure's faund, 
As thou thy («lt in thine own Ocean drown'd; ::. 
Why ſhould O matchlels Flood! the Common Ps 
Mixt with the meaner Streams, thy Waters: 
Through the Tumultuous Main unmingled glide, 
Like the Fond Alpbeus following of his: Bride: 
Herg Fate at length thy wandring 7] _—_ caſt, 


That [/ium of Misftortune fixt at laſt : 15 an 


Here "was he found that end of langin is thovght,/ 
The much lov'd Objt he' lo long Fad Cougke: 

One Evening as he tract the wing Flood, 
And near the dangerous Tempter Muſing {tood, 
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Where had the Amorous Boy, but gazing been, 
Tho none of his bewitching Face had ſeen, 

Th enamour'd Youth hath been as much undone, 
Not to his own, but her Embraces run. 

A gentle Breeze, as ſoft a ſound did bring, 

Sofc as the Notes the tuneful Angels Sing, 

With Ear, and Heart poſſeſt, I forward move, 
The ſtrong Impulſe of Muſick, and of Love, 
When near the Bank, bencath a ſpreading ſhade, 
A Place that ſeem'd for ſuch ofc Facetnel made, 
Where the paſt Waves cheir coming Siſters Greer, 
In twining Circles 6ne onother meer. 

There fat 
Ile tell chee Damon there I ſaw him lit, I - 
The Good, the.Gay,; the Glorious, God of Wit, | 
His Golden Locks play'd with the wanton Wind, 
- hap if | Quiyer, carcle(s hung behind, - 


nd mire robes Arts & kill; 
ny had prays yielded to the Quill,', "gg 
iy own ſweet Lays he Sung ; while ev'ry ſound 
Gave preſent Death, or _ Laves dedpty Wound, 


ho his Buskin'd ; his his Harp he. held; 
tion lvell'd,” 


The rifin Ng {Erin WiCh 
So did our ad with "he recoiling Flood, 
my back the, Purpls Channels of the Blood, 
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The Bufie Soul, but Eyes, and'Ears, cold ply ; 

'Twas task cnou rh, co inform thi Ear, 'xrdEye, 

Much there he ſung, arid welt, and playd'2s mach 
hile Raviſh: Nature ſmil'd' at every torch, 

And bid her murmurin; Stteams to bear a Parr, 

Her cuneful Birds, to this his Art, 

The _— ; Waves, crowd th to ohear ng wk 

In prelſing &s, kiſs helr Bit 

The lien Wl thebh | 
Charm'd Rn hed ing ging ea ape nl Mehr Wire: 

All chatere {TN wat Kvouwrhim alltel 7 
The Volt ſtvod harmiſefs'by 'Nis'Prey the Linb;. | 
Much here did his Thractan ar 

Then Men, 3nd BY Were SEE 
With greedy Too bon Obje 


With Lodks 5 of Lovers Which they thr 0 edi 
| faw, and glck a: uloltch robrendl Iu che 

There flaſſt vis "Br 3 fi F ns 
Or a ſtrange ſonewhat,,. - : tout 
The ki 1 "Gn 6wvek\ ; LA 
The Fire 1h in the hffi] y-3i5 206; 
Your unexp& Wo Adthe;''© i nu 

ScarceGueſt mL Ons 
Perplext, y KN DIY, G6 
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Forgive that Jmpious thought ! thou ſacred Head, 

Twas but bis Innocence that Error bred. 

Streigh: undecgiv'd, his Saul difſolv'd. in Rhyme, 

In mighty Numbers, and in meaſur'd Time. 

[n grateful Vesſe, retugn'd due thanks to him, 

And her Inſpigex, juſtly made her Theam : 

It from one ſjagle { ey by you, ; F- 
What will a Frienc and Acquaintance do! 4 

Thus till as torch Old | Houſe they came, 
They.all wore. ig d wich a Prophgtich Flame: | | 
That Sjgapn of Zes ie fy wt we by, vPw, 4. 
And ſen(cleſs S Prophets tops |. -- 
When with the firſt fam'd Secs, thou ſhals flyc, 

Wing'd with g fiery HRS ths na hat; 
That bleſt, Ahodp,: reiervid-tar. Him, above, - 1 1: . fl 
And ſure the Lot, of. Fore andiLoyer : nb vi 
Tell me, O Fathes ! ax Sand, 3. l wy | 

| While you; vp. the Righ, and pramis: 

| Howmany gaping Pans! abguile labquring aw ©; ... 
To catch th, dropt frm theq ? - 

Be ſure you {cavethe longs far ching a _ 
Thy ſelf's des It A 

I know, O peverggghRard 1194 moſt 

Thy youngeſt Papil ins the School, | 

Who at his Tytas an w_ gladly " SU 

h | Tayghr 


ily, 


FI 
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Taught firt co Scan, and number out his Verſe, 
Should in bold Lines his Maſters' Praj(c rehearlte. 
Toyour Jearn'd Labours all that's here I owe, 

Blame not the Gif, which you your {elf beſtow. 
This firſt Efſay your Youth e're Publiſhe yer, 

Flows from the Subjects, not the Author's Wir : 
Your Fruittul Harveſt watcht as Beggars do, 

Ot Verſe toglean a ſcattered Ear or two, 

You form'd the little Chay, you tun'd his Lays ; 

Yet your own Work: too weak to:reach your Praiſe; 
Thy wotthnot rod be reachr;-but vrongs thy 'Name, *+ 
And thy high Finey rbbsthee of thy Fame, ol! 
Then what we cifrmot-reach; thy works ſhall ſhow; -- - 
What none cle can, thou for thy felf nut do! 7 + 
Thy own reapt Laurel; herofhall crownthy Bays, | oy 
111 only Name them;f6rtonawtitisPrate, + 1 11 

It your += —anr arm tho wei in ſpite, © — 7 224 

Scem'd fofrand* tweet, 'to each longing Appetite; | +114 
What then el thok Ko intel TEST, vE2vorl 
Which you have wrir PKiridief/and heres 12th: c) 

Proud Spain had beeh VidkgiousJony betove, - | 5 

From her o!d World had forct the(faithlefs Moor, 
Yet there her Watthy's fd fikeleommbn Men { - ©! 
But lige they live, with thileiwmorrdtPoh/1- 21» 1 


TherCValiant Artes,” yields ts Timeand Ruſt, - 
. But htre he ſhines much Brighter in the Duſt. 


What 
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What ſullen Critick can, Almanzor blame, 
"But what will Blaſt Old Homer's facred Fame ? 
His Hero ſtands unimitable (till, 

The higheſt Pattern for the Proudeſt Quill : 

Yet necr did thine to fuch vile Paſſions Creep, 

The brave Almanzor 9 'never ſcen to Weep, © 

His peeviſh Greek to 'fhts' fawhing Mother ctiesy |: | - - 
Till che fond Goddeſs roſe rowipe his Eyes. | 

If thine's too fullen, roo ſeverecxproft, = £ 


Thar only makesthe Chiri@tr the beft,.. 11 
Anger's th ont VertwdGifin Herod elf Jl 

chat the Hummble'Mu'e, muſt ſbop to tell, | 

t ſordid/Truth, things meanly poſſibley | 

hy then's char Orddey ſenrd Bom poiwertul Steely 
All Deactivsty'#:! burke that? abt $0) 1 3110) 1.0. 

But as Spain 's Vitories in/herold wWotſd-s __ 
For want of a!” brdulinets of hee own, * 
Had all NE HR Obtibion £70m ut 11, 
So ſtil! hep lareb"Gorqueſt of ciency 01s - 1725-4 
k only fan'd #h&#*tmnizal byyou, 10h 571 ho 
The duſty Vieors; rais'd attend' t LY 
And o're agen thejr-Batbarous/Bat 
The flau habe heh he's Onfts'9 Fo cdg3r07 367) k 
Their AAions, Words, Theirve hos aperhiBe t 7 
There the Rich Mines Where all their TreafureJay, 7 7 7 


nd all the tides nifprigfthilsbPlayyiiuo's 2n01gil>l 
wo Thy 


Dat wed 
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Thy Muſe embarqud, andztqucht upon Peru, 

Thou much more tad Colunhes, of - the. two, 
'Twas loſt, and ſince found aut, apen yy ous. | . 
Still facred;'Verie- was Worlhipt as, Living, 

Each Age advs'd. ter Goddefſies the Nine, 

But you ou. madeher Frachs, Diving SKpeols, 

And fully-baff'&:the:Schagly/BroptinghSyi ono) ff 1: 

Well may thoſe Champignsbotdly fiand their Gems 

= but the Cauſe B&s Compbarants they Wayne's 41 


e Polemicks, Abg*-thoigiShill - © 41/10 56118 

Wicff our LamFenrets.hen, @an;play _ 
He that Detendb,: hut ſeemeto doutx his! 
And ſharp debgtea ils, Thorns: wound his Head, 
And male kgrn zbty,Saviourblecd.. 3 2 £107.13 
Thou Gift of 7ong#es!Y Qhkad,we {hill bagn; oſs. 
Picty-(hobld. Praftice, fot dilpute.” 2 
Kuad, Gta Levi, et us; but blieve, 
ack no moro, ;a1nd;300 ne more dhould give, 

cell be attent, wee} heah you reachvapd Pao Pro ray ; . 
But for God ſake don't di GOA IN* 
Thou Dire Artificer of this Zaalous Rage, : 
_— of this, Ws 9+ ute 6 WR 
That fought withyword-pf:Fpit 
In f piliag Souls, and Blood infillibles "A b_ 
To = curſt Pen wejowe theſe Picus: Tears, © 
Religions Wounds, and. all the-Natigns Wats. 
vl} 


1: 


Our 
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Qur Levites forc'c on the defentive part ; 
Fu by his Thruſts, aim'd at the Churches Hearr. 

et ſtill the bold Aſaſſmn did perſiſt, 
In's Murder profper'd once, and: once he Mift, 
With-Zewiſh Worſhip, ofter'd all:in Blood, 
| Bur 'gainſt his laſt arempt our Sion ſtood, 
| With faltering Nerves, yet grafpthis- feeble Sword, 
Anddymg*fouphethe Bartlesofiche Lord. 
S:11l more Propharie/theWrerehaffaikd the Mule, 
As it he; all that's fared would abute. | 
The TuncfuF Smec, \ orice leftttiis. hurigry Bro(e, . 
In Degprel twany'd his Cal/2yhmahevuphthe No'c.. 
Well may you reach his-Renegaito Prieſts, 
When their dull Mater iaimQo-hiph asthis. : | 
But while I thus Rip tous Trochg'woulctcetl, . .:- - 
Th actempt'bat mjutds you who wo:dont; falwcll..... 
While you burreath/RelpiontromherLay, 
The Caffock, «#nd the Gown, :arcranghmropray.. | 
Our Pious Herbert mattedithokd ito Bene;; | t 1: 
But thy Didhihy 9 Bicquenes, - 5 r  | 
Witch many 'Hewdsthe Rabble Monſter pate, 

And thought noffotte ks fatyeould:oppole. = 
Lampoon's, dutPLyves; |Suryrs,) Palguits; folts, - 
The dangetbts Wenptnd Zof'he Rebaliteatt.c | 1-1 1. + 
wodb, TI OS * "EF OO 22; 4 


Your 
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Your Baxt--rs, Sh--wils, Owens, Hunts, and Laneh, 
For Penitents he Chactably: ſpares. 

Led forch the Hoſt, well-Diiciplun'd for Wars,. 
Thou and thy Steva;loon th: Combare choſe, 

Soon cruſht them Dead in Loyal Vcrie and Proſe. 
Ingenious Souls!. whum Loyalty infpird, 
Beyond what Wit,' or :Wane;: or Women fir'd. .. 

The (cribling Fops, '{oon-found themſelves out-writ, 
And rally'd with more formidable Wit 2: .- - 

They fear'd the Common Fae of pcriſhing Princ, 
And ſtampt mare lafting 
But Medal, Motto, Man, prov'd-all a Cheat, 
The Silver like the reſt _ Counterteit -; 


 Yourstruly howd the pertet TrAJtOESPACH, », ; hd 


A Monument thore' taſting than theig Braſs. _ 
Theſe works all ocher Pens have far >= 
Yet you your ſelf, are by,your (elf out-don, 
No travelling Muſe, wille're beyond, js run, . 


Verſe fixt her Pillars:in. thine Abſolanri in! 1 2 "ay ; \ i! 


Treaſon tn, the Marg 7 5 150Y W.7, 


: 


You ore both Worlds the Mighty, Conqueror _ _ 


Your ſelf's ſubdued, 'rwas all that did remain: 
Well might the bravePell2an Youth lament, 
When Victory and the World na furher wens. - 
Thy Pen hagreafe pad Loureſs than,his Sword, 
And Fate no further Conqueſt can afford, 
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The Mantuan Swan mounts with the Zbeban Quill, 
Yet in his lofiy flight, feems humble ill. 

In fuch ſweer Notes doth flying lite renew, 

As if his latelt Breath he always drew, 

The charmed Soul tho fled he back would bring, 

Long may he live, but ſill as dying Sing. 

'Tis here he has reacht the Mighty Mountains heig he, 
And triumphs in unimitable flight. 

Here on its flouriſhing Head he pitying fits, 

The panting, rifing,” -ſabouring, croud of Wits. 

Long ſtood the fam'd, high Trophie, Cooper's Hill, 
The Muſes left their own, and there would dwell. 
Had ſtill o'rctop't in Bravery, and Pride, 

| And dard the flight, of all the World betide. 

I &w chis Glorious Banner you ditplay, 7 Wi 
The doubtful Denham yield at laſt the day, c 
While you true Verſes ſtandard bore away. 

A Deed ſcarce equall'd by the Royal Pole, - - : 
That ſhares in thy great Name, and greater Soul : 
Phen through the meaner croud with fcorn he flew, 
And down the Proudeſt of their Banners drew, 

The Shouts of Europe Bleſt th' ImportantDay, 
You've routed Verſe as Barbarous as they. | 


Here fix faint Muſe, thy Theam too faſt will flow, 
Too great for Words, his riſing -__ will grow. 


Too 


18 The LAUREL. 


Too much of ealie Praile, may'as much molel?, 
With all his Laurels Crown'd he'd be oppreaſt. 

The Roman Virgin's Fate, wauld be his Lot, 

Cruſhc wich the weighty Prizes ſhe had got. 

And fince the Muſe mare blunt, much duller grows, 
And in thy Praiſe, her Imperk.Qzon ſhows - 

Fl] curu her point, and force her-on thy Foes, 


And firſt thou Viper raiſe thy Venom'd Head, 
My Pen ſhall reach thoe, cho trow Juſtice fled, 
Thou wha did' dama thy Movarcns right Divine, 
And madſt ie Trealon to.deferd His Line. 
_ Thou who the Prelates fidedidſt fallely chule, p 
That with theiy Name thou might' the Church abule ; 
But 11 what mov'd hee go- Blafpheme the Nuie ? 
In Vain thy Rage, ontheefhe'l never fuaile, 
And furn thy Pedamts, to the Parts fctlet 
Not one looſe Wag dory:on his Sage appear, 
But what the perfonated Thing anuft hear, 
The worſ af Hts can't there be dane tap well, 
Who would plunge ia, that faw the draught of Hell ? 
Who when black Treafen's drawn te Life upon t, 
Would praiſe the Traytors axcommend an H--nv. 
The ſullen Sot, makes no DiſtinAi1on here, 


'Twixt the Pune. Vice,, and naked Qharadker : 


Toucht 
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Toucht wich the Sight of his own Factious Face, 
The fretting Fool, in ſpight would break the Glals. 
Can the Wre:ch Cenſure thy Divineſt rage? 

Yet Blaſphemics forgive 1n every Page, 
Of the ranting, roaring, Monſter ot the Stage? 
His Pious Namelakes Zem's Religious Theam, 
Compendium to (wear by, and Blaipheme, 

The Life, the Soul, of Devil, and: Don John, 
Their Do@or ne're deſcrib d ſo well his Yor. : 
While Popiſh Rapes, and Murders, acted were, 

And all by Spaniſþ Pilgrims landed here. 

'Twas Innocent, his Lewdneſs they forgive, 

The Poets Plot too turnd a Narrative. 

Theſe haughty Devils, known but by their Paw, 
Think *cis all Saint,- ill ſtoop, and ſee the Flaw. 
So the proud Funo's Bird, ſtruts, fpreads her Train, 
Till che black Feet, pull down her Pride again : 


Next Rhyming, Rattling Doeg ſhould come in ; 
But that Repentance, muſt attone for Sin - 
And the ſevereſt Morals pardon ſtill, 
An Ignorance that 18 Invincible. 
He ſcarce defignd the Satyrs that he writ, 
His Head-ftrong Mufe, the Jade had gor the Bir, 
And rattI'd on with netther Fear, or Wir. 


D 2 He 
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He next his Princes, muſt thy Pardon (ue, 

To Sovereign Verle he was a Rebel too : 

L<t the Relenting Soul bur only live, 

To learn thou like thy Prince canſt ſoon forgive, 


But let thy ſtubborn Ogg be ne're forgot, 
Whole drowfic Verle lurks deep, as ſtill their Plot 
In ſomething's underſtood, in ſomething s nor, 

He from Wirs kanpire, and his Princes flew, 
Or rathcr, Wit aſham'd from him withdrew. 
Hail Mighty Gatts | tor Drink the Standard made, 
Thou {willing Pentioner to the Brewers Trade. 
Go with thy Maſters Hovſes, feed on Grains, 
As theirs thy. Maſſy Gutrs,/ as theirs thy Brains, 
We envy not thy Greatneſs; {till drink on, 
'Till two-legg'd Hogſhead fwell upto a Tun, 
And Famous Hezdelberg it ſelf out-done. 
Go then invoke thy rotting Patrons Tap, 
Inſtead of. Muſe, to Vent the flowing lap. 
Thy better Midwife, and with leffer Pain, 
Brings forch both Excrements, of Gutts, and Brain ; 
You woud {wear to fee him ſordid Satyr write, 
Es Poet Rhym'd, but'DoGor did indite, 
om, and his 7itus, both one Province choſe, 
This Ralcals it in Verſe, and that in Proſe. 


| 
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It not to both diſabled, Whore and Fight, 

Or any thing wee'll grant him but to wrice. . 
Let him fing well his Dogrells,” play them too ; 
Wee'll giveto him, as to the Devil his due. 

But who with docile Beaſts would Arc diſpute, 
The Bear and Fiddle, Sh-/l-and his Lute. 

Such rugged Monſters m a Smithfield Booth, 
(Where oughtt6 bethe Ports Stage' m Truth.) 
At, ſhow at every Fair, for uſual price, 

And Tunetul'Sh4-Hs feen for-Penes a piece. 

But as 1n &vtry kinPwe bimething fee, | wt 
Grac't with Perfeftion in more high Degree. 


His frighten'd Dam, - ran trembling from her kind, 


And lctt the ſhapeleſs Lump unlicke behind 
The forc't Negle& beyond a[{*nataral Care,” 
Made him the more coniplear, and better Bear ; 
To Dulne(s damn'd, and Fa&ion fince he fell, 
To perfc& all che Puniſhment of Hell, 

His ſtubborn Error: is incurable, 


# 
# —_— 
»* 
# 
- 
. 


His fpungy, -fappy Soul, would yield to thee,” 
But's body'd up by Trunk of ſturdy Tree. 
_ Loyal Pen attempts with fruitleſs ſtroke, 

ch Spriggs of Bays, for to chaſtiſe an Oak. 
Your too keen Satyr.do:s oblige your Foe, '- - 
As harmleſs Zom's, kind dulneſs ſtill does you. 
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Your Flecknvs kind, ( tho ſti]] ſevere enough _) 
It Arms him Cap-a-pe withi\Nonſealt; Proof. 


He fears no wore, of harden dulnt(s tall, 
Hz is not, will not, can't be made mote dull. 


Leave then the Mud; tha can't be made more mean, 
And praiſe, whatcant be qrais'd enough, agen ; 
Hs:  mighiy Fan, DT ell your tuncful Pain, 
Try the ſweet Pipe, of cach Melodious Swiln, | 
Let the fair Sylvia Judg, aad kind}y_prove, , 
If her dear Damon s Lays ſhe more. oquld love. 
Shee'll make her ſelf his Prizs, and himher choice, |} 
Her Eyes, her Heart, her Soul too, for bis Voice. 
In your own rural Eclogue he cxcells,,,, 
"Tis all Arcadia, whereloare he dwclls; 
Say God of Verſe, Judg of Immortal Wit, . 


dy, who of all your inipir'd Men more fit, 
To have the higheſt place, and next you fic 2 
k, envious *God. tho he your Rival be, 
or if yours Juſt, you'll boldly fay tis he. 


Kind Nature! to whoſe Liberal Obzefs we, | 
Poor Common Rhyjmers muſt obliged be; .. 
Her lilockigodeondemmcooeantty dos E 
Such genuia h all thy Fancy move, 
Deleribu by rem ſhe's with her ſelf in love, 


She 
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She with thy Mule doth weep, and with her (mile, 

Pleas'd with thy Treacherous Pen, her (elf b:guile © 

The willing Sun lends his Officious ray, 

And ſeems more bright when you deſcribe the day, 

The tuneful Birds, in Conſort with thee fing, | 

Thy' Immortal Verſe makes their Ecernal Spring, "IM | 

[f peaceful Nighusgſtill 7beom does Lall. thy Head, C 

Kind hun1ouring Natupe, huſhes all co Bed ; 

Draws to the Lite, the filene Chambers of the dead... Y 

The drowlic tops of dlountams nod with thee, 

And all the ſtubborn Oakes which on them be, 

All things ſo clolehy hug themicives mn Night, 

as if they fear'd for you, approaching Lighs. 

| the fam'd Arnft, wide luch natgmal Gras, | - 

Fram'd Artful Heavens in bs i(phear:ot (lads; 

The wandring Planets, theit wild;Mazcs-tei pet, 

The fixed Stars their negulas Motiana kept. 

* | The ſpanghing Orbermov'diplaimtoevcry-lonſo, / 
lneach you ſaw the very[Incefligencey/'! fo 

| Through che brighc Arr, did aatural glory ſhine. 

And all was Humane till, aod all Divine, 

The Jealous Gods, to foe them nvall d With ay 

7, or out-done by fait and Heman gilt} | - 
Mongſt all his Schemes, ft fear be fhowld, creaic;, 
by Death re(olv'd the doubeſul Problems of his Fate. 


Fam'd. 
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Fan Bards doitell at Numbers powerful call, 
Th' enliven'd Stones, danc'd to the: * hobo Wall. 
That Statues, Stones, of living. Beafts could make, 
And tamely Savage Nature to forlake : 
Of the (weet Lyre, chat with its charming String, 
From Mercikels Wavcs,: could milder Monſters bring. | 
Sa.do thy Mighty Lincs; and powertiil Agr, 
Such Life, ſuch Soul; to ſenſeleſs things impart. 
Thy Gentle Verſe leaves nought in Nature wild, 
Even Man the Mightier _— RAY Is IE, 

2 mmol; io | 

" Doubly fcurd, bf never lain Ions, 
Eternal in thy Soul, and in thy Name. 
Beſides that LeQur'd Life of Grave Divines, 
Thy Immortality lyes inthy' Lines: .. | 
But O! for ſome Immortal Hand chat can, 
Make thee live too, even in 'thy outward Man. 
Thy Pen, whichonly could has drawn thy Mind ; 
But where for this, ſhall weaiPencil'hnd ?  _ | 
Fam'd Vandike's Dead, 'and Lely is no tnore, + 
And Fate for this, has left but one in ſtore. 
The Matchleſs Ryley is for this daſign'd, | 
For this kind Fatcs, ':yerRyley left behind. 3-116 40 
Seo the bold piece, with its own Obxct ſtrive, , 
It trives for Verſe and would be more alive, 


— 


The LAUREL. 


See all the Muſes drawn within his Face, 

Or Features that wov'd all the Muſes Grace. 

It grieves me that there any thing ſhould be, 

Befide thy ſelf to give ſuch Life to Thee, 

Then only give to him that makes thee live, 

What my poor Mortal Pen can never give. 

Give himthe Life, thac triumph o'ce the Grave, 
The Life that Cowley to his Vandike gave. 

Weak Artleſs Hands, can Poſtures, Drefles draw; 
From their looſe Stroaks, . thoſe looſer Figures flow, 
Give me that Maſters Hand, that Art Divine, - 
That ſhows my Face, and ſhows it to be mine. 

All chat proud Athens boaſts, or ſtately Rome, 
Does from their Poets, or their Painters come, 
Here both conſpire to make one Maſter» picce, 

The Pride and Shame of [taly and Greece. 

Hail, facred Pair, with equal Glory ſhine, 
Both like your firſt Originals Divine. 

The firſt fam'd Bard deliver us the Law, 

And Luke that Goſpel Penn'd, as well could dray. 


Indulge one Labour more, to crown thy Bays, 
Pardon the weak attempt of David's praile : 
The Muſe won't deviate much in erring Verſe, 


If ſhe with thine, Thy David's Praiſe rehearſe. 
E 
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She take for hers, «thee-and thy Noble Theam, 
And crown thy: Latyet 'wich- is Diadem, - -- -- { 
True Sovercign Wir, © Relgnis | "—_ Monarchs mind, 12 3 
And as of Old, the King ana Prophets joyn'd. a. 
The bright Celetial Parr, ſhee'l! om 4 ſing. 
The ſweeteſt Poet, and the Kdefv King,” ; 

Nor ſhould prefumptious Liries, prophanely dare, - 
So high a worth, ſach humble Verſe declare. 

Nor ſhould my Numbers ceaſe of you to tell, nl 
Though twere tbe one, you praiſe ; and fove well > © G14 
But that to Neme him here with: you, is'praile;. i - 
And with you nam'd, he yours will higher taife, _ 
Your Numbers thar extol! 'U fo well his Name, P 
They reacht &hnoft2 what none witte're, his Foma': 
And ſure thy Maſe frad reacht/in Mat dileſs fight,” | 
Even his,and Reav't  unapproached height. |. 

Had reacht his praiſe, abgve at Mortal wAh, 


Had the vaſt diſtancenot been nfs = 


'Twas want, of Words, 4 ey! SINE 
Weak Langage fink 15rifing” thoubht prevailed. 

in Vain our Humble Duſt does aim fo high, 

In Vain tha Wrew- wout&2 her Euple fly: 

Yerl inſpir'd by you podt HetfeTjc: «02 

Beg but - Fare of Mops *; Boblih Fly, 

White on your Whee],; Th proudly rides, ſhe muſt 
Raiſe ſure a little, tho not all the Duſt, 


F 
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Tho your bright Chapzor all the Prize has won, 
as won that race, that wone 


& when Zrgjan Prance, fat put, we find ! 


7 


he lictle Boy run panting ſtill behind. 
Juſt {o your painful F ool;; would follow too, 
And ſomewhat like his Mighty Father do. 


Then what e're, 
Thou Stem of 


 Doyn in the Duſt: the 
The curſt, the falſe Achitapb 
The Viper nere will raile its bruiſed Head, 

The cunningſt Beaſt of all the ſpacious Field, 

Whole tempting Tongue, more then his Sires beguil'd. 


ec) 
C 


7 


yt you can rut 


O! that my thoughts'could riſe, but with my Heart, 
And to theſe Lines its glowing heat impact, 
To fing his;praiſcs ina purer flame. 
etfrom love or fancy came. 
{s, Thou Royal Martyrs Heir, 
By Miracles made Heavens chicteſt Care. 
Thy Birth, not Right alone, was prov'd Divine. 
The Gods reveal'd their Will, with wonted fign ; 
Th' Almighty ſpake_ from Heav'n, ( Be thou mine. _) 
From Eaſt, to Weſt, thy glorious Birth was fam'd, 
Thy Saviour, and thy {clf one Star praclaim'd, 
Our ſtubborn Albjog, had her Riff-neck Jew, 
| Who made thee ſhare cven in his: ſuffering 400. 
Ore Hell thou triumph, with thy conquering God, 

Serpents Head haſt trod, 

&, is dead, 


Nor 
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Not only taught the People, Gods to be, 
To taſte the Golden Fruit of Majxeſt bþ moon 


But quite cut down the ſacred and forbidden Troe, 


Thy Virgin Iſle to her own Rocks was bound, 
Quite naked, helplefs, dangers all around. 
Her Fate, the. Vi&tim waited every Hour, 
The Rebel Monfer, ready ro devour. © 
From you and Heav'n, came the winged aid,” 
The Monſter vanquiſh:, and unbound the' Maid, 
Be you that Emblem thar adorns your Breaſt, 
The Genius of your lfle is there expreſt ; 
But you your ſelf, ſtill rpreſent ir belt. 
What will thy ſtubborn, ſtifk-neckt Jrael have?. 
More thana King can give, :or Subject crave ?' 
What more can Gad;- or her own David” do ?-. 
Their Canaan flows with Milk and Honey too. 
Wich Mercies curſt ! Bleſt Judgments Gods beftow, 
From Bliſs we date that 1liam of our woe, © 
The pamper'd'Zefurams only fare too well, 
Fleſht with Sedition, fatten'd to Rebel. 
They loath their Manna, and for Qyails muſt call, 
Tho the fame Judgment once orctook thom all. 
On our's a Plague, as great Devourer pray'd, 
And while the Mear, yer in their Mouths, they dy'd. 
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A Famine's ſure the Rabble's fafer food, 
The Cannibals with Fleſh, ſtill thirſt tor Blood : 

Tho on bleſt Canaarn's Soil, ſecurely placr, 

They all che Rich, and promis'd Land pofſeſt: 

Corn, Wine, and Oyl, it's plentiful increaſe, 

And all diffolv'd in Luxury, and eaſe... — 
S;jll che Curſt Tribes their hungry Egypt ſeek, i. 
Their fulſome Fleſh-pots and unfaviry Leck. aps 
Is then ſo lovely Agyprs direful Fate ? 

That all her Judgments roo muſt Plague our Srate. 
And ſhall this Land more Monſtrous S:rpents breed ? 
Muſt Albion roo, in Purpld Rivers bleed ?' 

Muſt all the Muddy-race, the Toadpool Train, 

Croak in our Royal Pallaces again? .- 

Thole firſt Originals of our __— Prayers, 

For modelling Kings the firſt Peritioners - 

Kings ſoft, and mild, unknowing to obey, 

The Zyrant Stork would her: but juſtly pray. 

Thy Judgments, Mighty Jove, moft juſt forbzar, 

Avert but what they. more deſerve, than fear, 

Thy gentle Reign had Baniſht hate and fear. 

On Love they ſurfeited, free as their Common Air. 
Yer needs would fear, becauſe: reſolv'd ro hate, 
They'd fear thoſe Tils char they themſelves create ; : 
Tyrant, and Slave, thoſe Bugbears of the State, 


They 
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They ſay their Prince tao, muſt our Laws obey, .. 
What Foal can fear then Arbitrary ſway ? f 
If that they fear'd he 'gaizlt thols Laws would go, 
Then ſure might thank him, for Declaring no; . |. 
But. nought alaſs, can ſuch vain Fears remove ; 

Where ſtubborn hate, :diſdains all pliant Love - 


They thought Zeruſalem's Charter tottering ſtood, 


"Till like the Great ane too, 'twas ſeaF'd in Blood. | 


For this Hells Agents compaſt Earth, and Sky, 
Deep in their Plots, in their Ambition high. 
But Heaven their chiefeſt FaRtor (cent-to Hell, 
Yet Treaſon ſunk not with Achitophel. 

As when oppreſling Fate approaches nigher, 
Our Fears, our chicfeſt Courage will require. 
In ſuch a State the only Saſety's left, 

To think our {eyes of hoping It -berett : 

So bold Rebellion was the expedient found, 
And Murders muſt maintain forc'c Treaſons ground : 
Too deep engag d, they ſafely cant retire, 

And finking hopes, thro' much deſpair riſe higher, 
The Dire Artificers now 'gainſt Fate decrecd, 

Heaven now no more will let her Monarchs bleed : 
But quench in their own Blood, thoſe flames they've fed, | 
With Holy Oyl of an anointed Head. - 

No more falſe - Gloſs, can now black" Treaſon paint, 
That Devils Paw does till betray the Saint, 


No 
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No more ſhall fpeciqus Words your Guilt conceal, | 
Affociate now's:.1n- 'Exglzfh to Rebel. * .. 


\\. | That Liberty,” that hazp'c:on [your harſh Strinys, - 


But clamorous Licenſe for to Murder Kings. 

The Royal Heir muſt be from's Vineyard thrown, 

Only to make. th. Inhericance your own, 

And Foreign Zebuſites, to Death you doom. 

| For David's Murder, that you plot at home : 

No more the murmuring Tribes ſhall keep it low, 

But willing Shekels::to his: Treafure throw. 

No more ungjiving Sanberrims repay, - 

The thankleſs power om them he threw away, 

Make their Prince give, till he could give nomore, 

| Then curſed]y upbraid his ' being poor :!/ on, 
To ſuch he ne're could grant 'enoupivand Live; *: \- |: ;:: 

His Life, his Soul, nkuſt be the Donative: © f 

pure Loyal Band comes up from far, oTE 

on by David's maſt auſpicious Srary.-: 1 2 00G 

That Bright, and Gloridus: Serlave _—_— TPP 

That Sun diſpel thote: Clhonds: off kate and” fear ot! 

With Loyal ſuffrage, ſtrike che FaGion diud; = | 

And make the Crown fir tofcon Davies Haade ii? 

With Law. Afﬀdociate, Loyalty: combing; : BS 7043 0 

Not to exclude, ' but to defend the Eine: | 

They like Ferzſalem's Council ſhall repeal, 

The Votes of an aſpiring Common-weal. : 

11; Fe The 


32 The LAUREL. 


The Almigty Nods, The willing Angels come, 
Diſtraction, Diſcord; fly their wonted home : 
The Heavenly Hoſt again their Requiem ſing, 
Peace £o the Farth, peace to our Land they bring. 
Black Treaſon's cruſht, and Plots ſhall be no more, 
Fair Albion ſhines, much whiter than before. 


In Vain their Treafon's thought to fly the light, * 


In vain thy Foes to fave themſelves by flight : 
Heaven both deteRs, and punithes thy Foes, 
And dare not truſt thy mercy even to thoſe, 


But juſteſt Vengeance Sheba ſtill purfird, 7 


Sheba the Man of Belial, and of blood. 

A dangerous Viper, of th*old Serpents breed, * 
In all but in his cunning did exceed : 

As well the perjur'd Sheba could Rebel, 

Tho not ſo wifdy as Achitepbel : 

More bold in'Treafon; thoin Plots lefs wiſe, 
He dar'd to do; +whitith*-other did adviſe: 


Th' old Tempter firſt the ſtaggering Youth beguil'd, 


But this the Devil'that hint truly ſpoil d : 
This through the Land the Zreaſon 7rumpet blew, 
7o Fops, and Fools, tho weaker Pageant ſhew : . 


With Fation more then Luſt, or Sword command, 


With that he Poxt, and Bully'd all the Land : 


With 
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With her Inventions, wanton [ſrae! whor'd, + + 
But Loyal Zudah Lov'd her Lawtul Lord : 

That Bichri's Son, more Harm to David wrought, 
More harm then er. by Abſolon was fought, 

In Vain for Succour to ſtrong Abel fled, 

No Walls alaſs! can guard a Traytors head : 

| Demanded oncethey toon their Elders call, 

As ſoon conſent to throw ic o're the Wall : 

Big with their ated guilt, and guilt to come, 
To Plot abroad the Rebels fly their home 3; 

But till in vain they do thy Fall conſpire, 

In Vain the Rebels to ſtrange Lands retire - 

Since willing Nations their Afﬀiſtance lend, 
From Eaſt to Weſt thy flying Traytors ſend : 
Since Belgia thine, not France's pow'r dreads, 
And wiſcly pays thee Tribute with their Heads. 

, | Well may ſhe Fear the Judg of War and Peace, 
| Lord of the Land, . and Maſter of the Seas. 


Thou Faiths Defender, and our Muſes ſhield, 
Verſe loſt her Standard, when you loſt the Field. 
She {till maintain'd her ground, while you, your Caule, 
But ſunk with you, Religion and the Laws, 
I ſuffer'd with that Age, and by its Crimes, 
Confus'd, and mangl'd lay in barbarous Rhymes : 


\ | By Botching, Butchering Shg.-//s of the Times. 
F 


The 


The Regicides of ptrye Verſe rul'd all, 
Old Fleckno Reign'd the Lanreat at White-Hall : 
We exil'd wit and Prinee together mourn'd 

Till Baniſht both, more glorioully return'd, 

With Strange Surpriſe, toall the wondring Age, 
Well temper'd Art, tetn'd from diforderd Rage : 
And Reign'd the Mighty Monirch of the Stage. 
Wirh their Old Fary tong mad Poets writ, 

Till ſolid Dryden, Judgment joyn'd'to wit, - 
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Forgive,Great Bard, if the leaſt foggy praiſe, 
Cloud a clear Fame, that ſhines with brighteſt Rays.” 
Th' Officious Kindneſs of an Artleſs Friend, 
Sometimes will Libel, what it would commend. 

I can't debaſe your Fame, or truly raife, 
Too wiſe to ffatter, and too weak to praite. 
Pardon but once Prefumptious Folly paſt, 
And what's my firſt Offence ſhall be the haſt. 


c| 


